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No Matter What 


Euro's POV 
"But seriously, if it isn't mine.. what are we gonna do?" 


"Put it up for adoption, | guess," Pelle shrugged. "If it has any of Varg's DNA, | can't do it. | can't keep any 


trace of him around" 


"But how will you know?" | asked. "After this tiny creature has been growing inside you for nine months? You'll 
get attached, and when you've given birth and the little one has been given to its new family you'll never know, 
without at least having a look, whether it really was Varg's, or ours, and he or she will never know us..” | 
frowned. 


"| am so confused and so, so scared." Pelle sighed. "But now that you mention it.. | have to deal with it. | must 


have my baby. 


Jasmine had been sitting next to us, just listening the entire time, and she now seemed much less shocked. "So.. 
you're pregnant.” 


Pelle simply nodded and Jasmine gently lay her hand on his stomach. | lay mine beside hers and we both held 
Pelle, wishing fervently that the creature that grew inside was mine. My first impression was that it was in 


fact my baby, but | understood that he was still scared. 


"What does your intuition tell you?" Jasmine asked me. "Is this baby made from love, or is it a product of 


pain?" 


| closed my eyes and concentrated all my senses into my palm. "Love," | said after a few seconds. "Definitely 


love." But Pelle remained worried. | told him to relax; worrying wasn't good for him or the baby. 


"Per, you have to remember that no matter what happens, no matter whose baby it is, I'm still going to love 


you." | pressed my lips to his forehead and he hugged me back, his stomach touching mine. 


At least its not me, | thought. How was he even dealing with this?! If | found out | was carrying a child I'd 
probably faint. But | guess Pelle always was the stronger one, having been tortured by Varg for weeks and 
going through a less-than-ideal childhood. | never had to endure that, and the thought of it brought serious 
doubts as to my own ability to survive the worst parts of life. 


But | was going to help Pelle through this. No matter what. 


Too Strong 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is kind of short _. 


Jasmine's POV 
Euronymous caught me before | could run upstairs. | tried to push him away but he would not go. 
"If something's wrong then you'll feel better if you tell me." 


And | broke. | told him of my sufferings, and he held me while | cried. He kissed the top of my head as | buried 


my face in his chest. "l'm so sorry." 


For at least ten minutes we stood together, holding each other. Once | had calmed down he looked into my eyes, 


and kissed me very gently on the lips. | leaned into his kiss, but he pulled away quickly, not because of me. 
The door opened behind me and | turned to see Pelle standing there with a stack of records and the milk 
Euronymous had asked for. His face crumpled and he shoved past us angrily, throwing the records and milk on 


the table and going upstairs. 


| wanted to follow, but instinct told me it would be better not to. Trying unsuccessfully not to worry about 
Pelle, | put the milk in the fridge. Euro headed upstairs after him. A while later Euronymous returned. 


"Pelle says he wants to talk to you." 


Hs A Long Story 


Dead's POV 


| woke up the next morning to hunger pangs. On my way to the kitchen | passed the couch and thought | saw 


the form of a sleeping person under a blanket, but | dismissed it as my imagination. 


| was taking a bowl of cereal back to my room to eat when the lump on the couch moved and | dropped the 


bowl all over the floor and onto my pants legs. 


Not bothering to clean up | yanked the blanket off the sleeping figure and saw it was indeed a person, a man | 


had never seen! 
"First of all, who the fuck are you?" | asked a litle braver than | intended. "How did you get in here?" 
"Hm?" He rubbed his eyes and opened them. They widened a little upon seeing me: 

"im Varg. Hts a long story." 


"Tell me!" | grabbed his collar and noticed he was wearing one of Euronymous's old t-shirts - "and why are 


you wearing Euronymous's clothes?" 


He stared up at me as if | was speaking Chinese. | felt very protective of Euro and Jasmine for some reason, 


and | didn't want this intruder to hurt them. But he was kinda cute.. 


"Euronymous! Help!" the man screamed, and Euro burst from his bedroom, dressed only in boxers. His long 


black hair was a mess. 

"What's going on here?" 

"Who is this man?" | asked him. 

"That's Varg. He was hiking, hit his head on a rock and lost his memory." 


| let go of Varg's collar and he slipped to the floor. "And you were kind enough to let him stay?" | giggled, my 


mood changing. "But you're not kind enough to let me sleep in some mornings.. 


"Oh, hush." He headed to the kitchen to get breakfast. Jasmine had apparently been awakened by the 


commotion and stepped out of our room. 


"Who's this guy?" she inquired. Euronymous explained what had happened as he poured a glass of orange juice, 
then introduced us to Varg. 


"That's Jasmine" - she made a fierce face at Varg and Euro laughed - "she doesn't bite. And that's Pelle..." 
"who does bite," | grinned. 


Varg smiled. "Well, it's nice to meet you all." 


Victory 


Author's Notes: 
Oh noes! Varg is in the house :( Also another shortish chapter but the next one is longer :) 


Varg sat alone in the dark now, grinning. He wanted to jump up and down in excitement, but he had to stay 
quiet so as not to wake everybody. It had taken so much effort to get here, to step on a sharp rock and 
create a wound so he would look vulnerable. Euronymous felt sorry for him and taken him in. Finally, he was in 


the house! He was near to Pelle! 
But where was Pelle? 
He waited a while, to be sure Euronymous had fallen asleep, before rising from the couch and looking around. 


There were four doors in this room. One he recognized as the door he had entered through, and one led to 


Euronymous's room. He checked the third and found it was a closet. 


Only the fourth was left. He opened the door, ever so slowly, and gasped in joy when he saw Pelle curled up in 


the bottom of a bunk bed, his shiny blonde hair spread all over, his skinny body barely covered by the blanket. 


It took all of Varg's strength not to grab him, clamp one hand over his mouth and run out the door like a bat 
out of hell. 


Excuses 


Author's Notes: 
Probably shouldn't be posting this kind of sadness on Valentine's Day but here it is 


Dead's POV 


| wasn't sure if | was angry or sad, or some mixture of both. And what was worse, the fact that my lover 


was kissing someone else, or that | wanted her too? 

The two people | most desired.wanted each other. Just my fucking luck. | paced uneasily, looking for a knife. 
When | found one, instead of cutting, | threw it as hard as | could across the room. It lodged in the middle of a 
poster on the wall and | tried to pull it out, but it wouldn't budge. 

Euronymous opened the door and | immediately got defensive. 

"Don't talk to me Euro, | saw you kissing her! | thought you loved mel” 


"| dol Why would | lie to you?" 


"When you love somebody you don't go around kissing other people!" Tears streaked down my cheeks and | sank 
to the floor, pulling my knees to my chest. 


Euro closed his eyes and leaned back against the wall. "I never intended to hurt you. | was comforting her." 


"Bullshit!" | grabbed a knife from under my bed, but before | could cut myself Euronymous grabbed my wrists. 
| struggled against him but he got the knife away from me and threw it out the window, into the woods. 


"Damn you, | paid a lot of money for that!" | wanted to punch him, but that would have only made things 


worse. 


Euro's breath was hot against my ear. "| care about you, Pelle. Stop hurting yourself." His hands snaked up the 
front of my shirt and | leaned back into his embrace; | knew | could not escape it. "But | also care about 
Jasmine. She told me something terrible that happened to her, and | just got caught up in the moment. | 


wanted to show her | cared." 


| didn't quite believe him, but | had calmed down somewhat. | turned to face him and gathered the courage to 


admit: 


"You know what, Euronymous? | like her too." And | bit his neck, hard, savoring his growl. | licked the spot to 


soothe the hurt and whispered, "Send her up to me. | want to hear her side of the story." 

He brushed the tears from my face and nodded as he left. 

As soon as he stepped out the door the pain returned. How could he do such a thing? | guess it was true: | 
was unlovable. He'd used me for sex, then moved on like it had no meaning. But that night meant a lot to me. It 
was all my fault, | reasoned. | didn't do enough, | didn't do something right, | could have prevented this. 


But | hadn't, so here | sat on the floor of my room, broken-hearted. Reduced to nothing over a fucking kiss. 


| grabbed a razor from the bathroom and squeezed my eyes shut in agony as it pierced my skin 


So Blind 


Jasmine's POV 


"He takes fucking forever," Euro griped as he stood at the stove, cooking bacon and eggs. The smell was 
tantalizing. One bowl of cereal hadn't been enough to fill me. "How long has it been, an hour?" 


"And the store's right down the street!" | added, sipping a cup of juice. | didn't intend to be critical of Pelle, but 
| was getting impatient. 


Euronymous put some eggs and bacon on a plate for me, then got some for himself. | gulped it down 
"Do you ever eat?" he chuckled. "You're thinner than Pelle! 

"Uh, yeah," | said. "I just have a hard time putting on weight" 

Euro nodded. "| get it" 

| noticed him looking at my hands. "What?" 

"What?" 

"Whats so interesting about my hands?" 

"You've got a little tattoo there” 

Oh no, don't bring that up. "Yep" 

"What's it mean?" 

| looked down at the strange symbol and sighed. "Everlasting love" 

"Hm. For your boyfriend?" 

| shook my head. "My ex. Can we please not talk about this?" 

Euronymous raised both hands in an ‘lm sorry" gesture and continued eating, "Just curious” 

But the mere mention of that tattoo brought back memories of how it got there. Me and said ex had sworn 


to love each other until the day we died. We tattooed each other's hands with a sewing needle and charcoal. It 
hurt but at the time | thought it was worth it. 


He swore he loved me, and | had believed it. But things went bad, and | could no longer stand him. | walked away 


in tears the night | found him with another woman, but finding someone new had proved difficult. 
Sometimes | wondered if | had made a mistake. What had | done, or not done, that made him lust after 
someone else? | knew it wasn't my fault, but it felt like it was. At times | missed him terribly, which confused 


the hell out of me because | knew he wasn't any good. 


And every time | looked at my hand | had to remember that shitty part of my life, when | cared about 


someone who never valued me. 
How could | have been so blind? 
The pain overwhelmed me now, and | set down my fork and lay my head in my hands. 


"Is something wrong? Did |..?" Euro asked. | could not speak. | shook my head and sobbed, getting up from the 
table and trying to leave. 


Forgotten 


Author's Notes: 
The chapter after the sex scene is always so hard :) | hope you enjoy 


Dead's POV 
"Wake up, my little cake." 


| smiled even before | opened my eyes. Euronymous gave me that nickname long ago, yet it still made me 
happy to hear it. This was the first morning that | can remember waking up to the sound of something | loved 
rather than my own screams. Nightmares happened fairly often, but this one time, when Euro kept me 


company, my sleep was peaceful. 


| rolled over and he kissed me. When | remembered what that same mouth had done last night | blushed. What 
a sight | must look, with my hair spread all over the pillow and my jeans still unzipped under the blanket. But | 


knew he found me attractive no matter what. 
"Morning, Euronymous." 


To my surprise | actually felt motivated to get up and take a shower. While washing my hair | suddenly 
remembered Jasmine. The pretty girl Euro had saved from bleeding to death. 


| longed to get close to her. She seemed familiar, almost like a long-lost friend. Like me, she was far from 
perfect, and | suspected she might have..issues..of her own. | wanted to get to know her better; | had a feeling 
we'd be great friends, and perhaps eventually more than that. | dried off and dressed and went downstairs for 


breakfast. 

"We're out of milk," Euronymous noted. "Will you go to the store and get some?" | grumbled and complied. 
On my way back | got distracted and walked into a music store. | spent hours combing through the rows of 
records, looking for those by my favorite bands and some | thought Jasmine would like as well. When I'd paid 


for them | remembered the milk 


| could have kicked myself. Damn you, Pelle! | thought. Now the milk had spoiled, Euronymous was likely fuming 


with anger, and who knows what Jasmine was up to. 


| hurried back home and unlocked the door..and immediately wished | hadn't. 


Confusion 

Jasmine's POV 

| was jerked out of a deep sleep by a distant cry. 
PEN 


As soon as I'd sat up and looked around, all was quiet again. | dismissed it as Pelle talking in his sleep. He 
seemed like the kind of person who might do that. 


| laid back down and resumed my slumbers. 

When | woke up the sun was shining through the window. My arm was still tender, but getting better. Pelle 
was not in the bunk below me; | presumed he must have already got up. | climbed down and got breakfast, but 
the house was quiet. 

| turned on the TV, but almost every channel was in Norwegian. The one that was in English was a nature 
documentary, so | watched something about lions while | ate my cereal. | finished, put my bowl in the sink and 
headed back upstairs to find Pelle and Euronymous. The other bedroom door was closed, but not locked. This 


was wrong, but | was curious. 


Was Euro still asleep? And if he was, then where the fuck did Pelle go? | knew he had issues with self-harm, 


and if he was out in the woods cutting himself, or worse... 

The door creaked a little as | opened it and peered inside. Euronymous and Pelle.were in bed together! 

They weren't doing anything, just asleep side by side, not even touching, but | began to wonder. | thought they 
were both attractive, each in their own way. But if they felt the same about each other - which | doubted, 
since | had overheard them talking about girls the other day - then where would that leave me? 


All the same | was relieved that Pelle wasn't hurting himself. 


Euronymous began to stir and | closed the door quickly and went back downstairs. 


An Injured Stranger 


Euronymous's POV 

Someone pounded on the door in the middle of the night. 

"Is anybody home? Please. Please help me!" 

| opened the door a crack, pocketknife in hand in case the visitor was anything but friendly, and saw a young 
man on his knees, blood running from his foot, dressed in only a pair of jeans. Dirt smudged his face and his 
hair was in two tangled braids. He looked pretty pitiful. 


"Fucking hell, what happened to you?" | asked. 


| was hiking and | got lost." He brushed away a tear from his face and | felt sorry for him. | opened the door 
wider and beckoned him in, but he struggled to stand. 


"Ow." His voice shook. | slid one arm under his knees and the other behind his shoulders and picked him up. His 
injured foot left a trail of red drops through the hallway and up the stairs. 


| set him down on the floor. My hands and arms were dirty just from touching him. "Wow, you need a bath... 
what's your name?" | asked as | turned on the water in the bathtub. 


"Varg." He then leaned in and drank the water from the tap as if he had been deprived of it for ages. 
"How long have you been out there?" 
"A few weeks, maybe. | stopped counting." He shrugged and wiped his mouth with his wrist. 


The tub was full now and | stepped out to let him undress and get in the bath. Once | heard the splash of him 


entering the water | came back in to help him get clean. Normally | wouldn't do this, but he seemed so helpless. 


| tried not to look at his nakedness, but found it was unnecessary. This Varg was so dirty that the water was 
already opaque, and he hadn't even used soap yet. Oddly enough, he didn't seem to mind my presence. 


"Mind if | help?" 
"Go ahead" 


| undid his braids, put some shampoo on my hands and washed his long hair. It was surprisingly soft. He leaned 


back to rinse. 


| left him to wash his body and found some of my old clothes for him to wear. His own jeans were so dirty 


they would never get clean, and the holes in the knees were no use in the winter that was soon to arrive. 
"Are you decent?" | knocked on the door. "I've got some clothes for you." 


He opened the door with a towel around his waist and took the clothes gratefully, smiled and closed the door 


again to dress. | spoke to him from outside: 
"Is there anyone | can call? Anyone who can take you back home?" 


"| don't remember," Varg replied. "I woke up next to a big rock and my head was bleeding and | can't recall 


anything except | had been hiking..All | know is my name." 
Poor thing. | decided to let him stay, at least until he regained his memory. 
"What's yours?" he asked. 


| grimaced. "Oystein. But call me Euronymous" | came back in with some bandages and covered his wounded 


foot. "ls there anything | can get you? You look starved" 


"Anything you have." He was dressed in my old clothes and for a second | thought, He looks really good But | 
squashed that thought; Pelle was the man | loved. 


So | reheated some of the leftovers from dinner. He ate as if the food would grow legs and run away. 


| let him sleep on the couch and gave him a blanket. "Bathroom's that way, the kitchen's that way if you want 


more food, and I'm in the bedroom over there if you need help. OK?" 


Varg nodded and | was about to go back to bed (hal As if | could sleep now). Just as | had turned off the light 


he called to me: 
"Euronymous?" 
"Yes?" 


"Thank you." 


Blood and Fire 


Author's Notes: 
Point-of-view switches occasionally. If you're just here for the slash then skip to chapter 5. 


The mosh pit was hot and crowded. Bodies moved in a frenzy. | was one of them. | was having a great time. 
The band, Mayhem, played loud and fast, sweat ran down my face and neck, smudging my carefully applied 
corpsepaint. But | didn't mind. 


All the men who surrounded me in the pit had no idea | was a girl. My loose clothing disquised my curves. | 


slammed into the others as hard as | could despite my thinness. 


The song ended and the pit slowly stopped moving as everyone applauded. | joined in. Soon the next song began. 
We began to mosh with added energy... then | felt a rip and pain pierced my arm. 


"Ouch!" someone screamed, then | realized it was me. The man in front of me wore a spiked bracelet. The 


spikes were at least an inch long and speckled with my blood. 


He turned around and apologized profusely, then saw the tear in my shirtsleeve and the blood. "Holy shit, l'm 


so sorry!" 


The cuts burned like fire. | doubled over in pain and began to panic. "Hey, we need a doctor!" the man yelled, 


holding me by the shoulder. "This guy needs help!" 


| wanted to correct him, but the pain was so bad | could not speak. Soon | felt faint. The last thing | remember 
seeing was blood. 


Reflections 


Dead's POV 

An injured guy was carried to our bus. Why us, | wondered? Normally he would have been sent to a hospital, 
but there weren't any for hundreds of miles. | guess they figured after dealing with me and my..self-harming 
tendencies, this would be easy. 

Oystein carried him to an extra bunk and began to pull off the man's torn shirt. 

"Wait a minute. What the fuck?" 

| looked up, but before | could see anything he yanked the shirt back down. 

"Pelle.It's a she." 


| too was shocked and laughed aloud. "Oh my god, Oystein! Hurry and clean her wounds before she wakes up!" 


He did so, but cut off the torn sleeve so he could bandage her arm. "Quit calling me that! | fucking hate that 


name. Call me Euronymous." 


"Whatever" | watched him mend the womar's arm, remembering how he had done the same for me almost 


every time | cut. | wished | could stop hurting myself. 


But everything that had happened to me in my past was so painful, it made me numb. Sometimes | wasn't sure 


if | was really living, or if | was dreaming. Occasionally life felt like a nightmare. It was hard to feel anymore. 


| had to prove to myself that | was alive. | had to make myself feel something, even if it was pain, even by my 


own hand. | had to see the blood to believe it. 


| was unsure what to do; | didn't want to accidentally hurt her further. But after her wounds were covered 


and Euronymous had gone to sleep, | crept over to where she lay. 


| wondered perversely, what color were her eyes? What did her voice sound like? Her lips, coated in black 
lipstick, looked luscious and full. How would it feel to kiss them? And what would she do if - or when - | did? 


These thoughts shocked me and | stepped back. | had never felt this way about anyone, other than 


Euronymous. He took care of me when | needed it most. But this girl had done nothing except show up. 


And why was | thinking of kissing her? | had been attracted to girls for as long as | could remember, but they 


usually thought | was weird. | had no clue how to approach girls either, | was always very socially awkward. 


The only person | had ever kissed lay in the next bunk and | gazed at him. Euronymous. He tried to be so evil, 
but at the end of the day he was really just a baby-faced guitarist who looked like an angel when he slept. | 
kissed his cheek lightly, being careful not to wake him. 


| tried not to pay the girl much attention, but she was so pretty | found it hard to look away. And how would 


she react when she awoke to find that she was in the tour bus? 


Awake 


Jasmine's POV 


When | awakened | rubbed my eyes. Memories came flooding back to me and | looked around, expecting to find 
myself in a hospital. Instead | saw the weird walls of a tour bus. 


| tried to sit up, but yelped in pain. Bloodstained bandages were wrapped around my arm and | lay in a bunk 
attached to the wall. The blanket had slipped off me and | reached to pull it back up. 


"Euronymous? She's awake." 

"Who's there?" | said cautiously. 

"Hil" grinned a tall blonde man. "I'm Dead" 

| smiled. "No you're not," | reached out to touch his shoulder, "you're very much alive." 

"That's just what | call myself," he said. "What's your name?" 

"Jasmine," | said softly. 

"Jasmine," he repeated. His eyes were as cool and blue as the Norwegian sea and | felt lost in them. 
"Where am |?" | asked. 

"On our way back home. How about you get a shower there later, take off all that paint?" 


| nodded. Out of the corner of my eye | saw a short dark haired man. He stood with a weird look on his face. | 


could tell he was confused about something. | blushed, feeling my cheeks burn 


We drove into a small town and soon reached the house where Mayhem lived. Dead showed me where the 


shower was and handed me some of his clothes to put on 


After a refreshing wash | stepped out and wrapped a towel around myself, squeezing the extra moisture out 


of my hair. | turned around..and almost had a heart attack. 


A Greeting 


The short dark haired man had reappeared. His eyes widened when he saw me. | grasped furtively at my towel. 
‘lam so sorry. Didn't know you were in here." He left the bathroom. 

A little shaken, | dried off and dressed, listening to Dead and the other man chatter in the adjoining room. Some 
of it was in English and some was most likely Norwegian. Either way | couldn't understand much. | walked into 
the other room and was greeted once more. 

"Hello, I'm Oystein, but call me Euronymous," he said and smiled, extending his hand. 

| shook it. "I'm Jasmine." His grip was strong. 


‘lm the guitarist. If you ever need anything you can come to me." 


He, Dead and | chatted all day. About music, art, philosophy. Euronymous made lunch and dinner, which was the 
last thing | expected him to be good at. 


"| didn't know you could cook." 
Euronymous' dark eyes glittered as he smiled. "Had to, Pelle can't cook for shit" 


Dead laughed. 


"And | can't trust him with a knife, ‘cause he likes to cut more than just food" He gestured to the vegetables 
he was slicing, then scraped them off the board into the pot of soup. 


"You won't hurt me, though, will you?" | asked Pelle. 
He shook his head. "No. Never. | like to cut, but it's mostly in myself” 


| didn't know what to say to that. | wanted to tell him to stop, to get help, but seeing that | hardly knew him | 
felt | had no right to tell him what to do. 


When the soup was done Pelle took off his jacket and | saw the scars on his arms. How could such a beautiful 
creature hurt himself? 


The soup was delicious, but it did not take my mind off Pelle. He only poked at his serving of food. | noticed he 


was very skinny, and wondered if this was normal. 


But again | said nothing. 


At the end of the day, | still wanted to know more about both of them. Why had they been so kind to me? Did 


they.. expect something from me? 


My worries were heightened when | learned that | was to sleep in the same room as Dead. He reassured me 
that it was a bunk bed and | could choose whichever bunk | wanted. 


| climbed to the top bunk but sleep was elusive. Thoughts and worries swirled around my mind. | longed to get 
to know Euronymous and Dead better, but at what cost? Would these newfound friends betray me as so many 


had in the past? What were their intentions? And more importantly, what were mine? 


But the sheets were soft, the bed was warm, and finally | fell asleep. 


Somebody 


Euronymous's POV 

"Pelle, what's going on?" 

"What?" He turns to me with his innocent eyes. 

"You were acting strangely around her. Jasmine, | mean" 
Pelle looked away and shrugged. "She's interesting | guess." 


| hugged him around the waist from behind. | could feel his ribs real well. "You need to eat more, baby,” | 
whispered as | kissed his neck. 


"| know." He trailed off. "But | just wonder, what's the point? Sometimes | feel dead inside." 


If only | knew what was wrong with Pelle. He was an amazing person, but so obsessed with gloom. | wanted to 


convince him that life was worth living. | had tried everything. 


But there was one thing | had never thought of doing before. As far as | knew, Pelle was a virgin. I'd had sex 
with several girls, but | always wanted to know how it would feel to be with a guy. 


Honestly, he probably just needed somebody to love. And he was so damn hot 
He looked like such a perfect little angel, | wanted to corrupt him. 

"Can | ask you something?" Pelle inquired, interrupting my thoughts 

"Sure, go ahead" 


He turned around toward me and cupped my face in his hands. "Do you love me, Euronymous?" 


Reassurance 


Author's Notes: 
3 
Euronymous's POV 


The question hit me like a block of concrete. The idea had never been discussed. | figured Pelle would know by 


now, how much | truly cared for him. 
| guess he didn't. 
"Of course | love you," | reassured him. Why else would | still be here with your crazy ass? 


He was taller than me, yet younger, and | felt the insane urge to protect him sometimes..like he was my lover. 


One day | hoped he would be. 
He was so often in agony with himself. | wanted him to be happy; | wanted to be the one to make him happy. 
He had attempted suicide several times, but | had always saved him. How could | convince him that he didn't 


deserve to die? 


| ran my fingers through his long blonde hair and kissed him on the lips. He responded enthusiastically. Perhaps 
my job would not be so hard. 


|, however, was. | pushed my erection gently against his hip and moaned into his mouth when he did the same 
to me. His hands slid up the back of my shirt and | shivered a little when his cool flesh touched mine. | broke 
the kiss and asked: 

"Do you..do you want to have sex with me?" 

To my surprise he nodded. "But I've never done it before. I'm not sure how it works-" 


"Hl show you. IFI be okay." 


He squeezed my hand and | squeezed back, leading him to my room where | lay him down on the bed and 


continued to kiss him. 


The contrast of the dark colored sheets set off Per's light hair and pale skin perfectly. | took off his shirt, 
then mine, and reveled in the feeling of his body against mine. He was so skinny | was afraid | might crush him 


so | supported my weight with my forearms, sort of hovering above him. 


"Let me try something," he whispered in my ear, then licked and kissed the lobe. 
| groaned loudly. "That feels good. Again" 


He obeyed and | kissed his chin. His hardness pressed insistently against me, and | wanted to make him cum. We 


kissed a little longer until he broke away once more, breathing hard. 
"Euronymous?" 

"Yes?" 

"That was amazing." 


| laughed. "We've hardly even begun" 


A Loss of Innocence 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Sexually oblivious Pelle. :3 


Euronymous's POV 
"But. thought sex was just taking off your clothes and kissing?" Pelle asked, perplexed. 
The poor guy! He had apparently not paid attention during sex-ed class. "Oh no, no. It's much more than that." 


"Be gentle. Please?" He looked up at me with those eyes again, this time full of lust as well as innocence, and | 


was no longer so sure about what he knew. The idea tore at my heart. 
"| will" | kissed his forehead, then moved lower to rub him through his jeans. He wriggled, then pushed against 
my hand. "| would never hurt you, Pelle, not on purpose." This was my first time with a guy, so | figured that 


if | did what felt good to me, he would like it too. 


| fumbled with his zipper and pulled out his cock. It was larger than I'd expected, and | stroked it slowly, 


savoring his moan. 

"Go faster," he begged, and | moved my hand up and down his shaft a little quicker, not stopping. 

| couldn't hold back anymore. | kissed the tip of his dick and ran my tongue around it, then sucked it softly. 
Pelle gasped and tried to sit up, but | nudged him back. "Just lay back and enjoy, babe." 


He nodded, face flushed. | continued my efforts and was pleased when | glanced up and saw him smiling. His slim 


body writhed above me on the bed, and he grabbed a handful of my hair. 


"Harder," he said, and began to thrust into my mouth. | kept one hand wrapped around his shaft to keep him 
from going too deep. Wow, he tasted good. | could feel his cock throbbing now, | knew he was going to cum 


soon. 


"Euronymous..nnnnghh!" he grunted as he came, arching up off the bed and pushing my head down. | sucked 
harder, fighting the urge to smile around the cock in my mouth. | had just made Pelle cum, perhaps for the 
first time, and | was proud. 


When he stopped moaning and moving | pulled back. | swallowed and licked my lips, looking up at him. His chest 


heaved and his skin was shiny with sweat. His cock, large even in repose, lay against his leg. Long blonde hair 


was spread all over the bed 
| would always remember how peaceful he looked in that moment. 
When he opened his eyes | crawled up next to him and held him close. His heart was pounding under my hand. 


He looked over at me through his long eyelashes and grinned. "I don't know what the hell you just did, but that 


was great.” 
"Thanks," | smiled and nuzzled his neck. 


He fell asleep in my arms, a small smile on his lips. He was happy now - but for how long? 


The Wait 


Author's Notes: 
More sad :( 


Euro's POV 


| hoped Varg would somehow be able to calm Pelle down and persuade him to return. Pelle had run away 


before, never for long. But hours passed, and neither of them came back. 


Soon | became aware of a sharp pain in my big toe and looked down to see a shard of glass stuck in it. In the 
heat of the moment, | had not remembered that my feet were bare, nor had | felt the pain. | pulled it out and 


was rewarded with more pain. 


| sat most of that day with my head in my hands, wondering how on earth had | fucked up so bad. Jasmine 
tried to talk to me, but all | could do was shake my head. Eventually the tears began to flow again and | 


retired to my bedroom so she wouldn't have to see me cry. 


When | calmed down | tried to practice guitar, but my creative spark was gore. | was lost without Pelle. What 


had | done? | loved him, no doubt, but | loved Jasmine too. | couldn't choose just one. 


When it was time to go to bed | couldn't sleep. | was too worried about them, and | had a bad feeling about 
Varg. Perhaps Jasmine's suspicions were right. Maybe he did have ulterior motives - but what were they? 


The next day Pelle and Varg had still not come back. A snowstorm set in that night and | thought of them. 
Wherever they were, they had to be cold. There weren't any more houses for a good distance, let alone a 


place they could crash. 


The stress had gone to my head. | stepped outside to have a cigarette, something | hadn't done in years. The 
cold nipped at my nose and fingers and soon parts of me were numb. | refused to think what might have 


become of Varg and Pelle. 


Sorrow 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Violence and strong language. 


Euronymous's POV 


A swift punch to the side of the head caught me off guard and | turned around and grabbed Pelle's wrists. 
"What the fuck are you doing?" 


He struggled against my grasp and got one hand free. | grabbed it again, but not before he could get a firm 
handful of my hair. 


"You fucking bastard! You fucked her, didn't you?!" He yanked on my hair and | howled in pain. 
"Yes! | mean no-l-" 
‘| heard what you said to her! | heard what you did last night! | know you fucking did, Oystein, don't lie to me!" 


"Pelle, I-" | couldn't even finish. He punched me in the face with more strength than | thought he had. My blood 


dripped onto the carpet and my heart was crushed. | had never felt so horrible in my life. 
"Please don't” | felt tears welling up in my eyes. "Pelle, sweetie, no." 
"What the hell?" Varg heard the commotion. "What..° You two..date?" he asked. 


"Used to. It's over." Pelle let go of my hair and turned to walk out the front door. | thought | saw him raise a 
hand to brush a tear from his cheek. 


"Pelle, please, you don't understand!" | begged. "Don't go!” 

"Fuck you. I'm going’ 

'Nol" The tears overflowed and my vision grew blurry. | crumpled to the floor. 
Pelle kept walking, out into the woods. "Suck my dick, Oystein" 


In that moment all my pain and sorrow turned to rage. "I already did, you son of a bitch!" | got up and kicked in 


the screen of the TV. Glass shattered onto the floor. 


"l'm going after him," Varg said and dashed after Pelle. 


Torn 


Author's Notes: 
Another short chapter. Plot twists ahead! Stay tuned :) 


Jasmine's POV 

| opened the door to Pelle's room and heard him sobbing. He was crouched in the corner, shaking slightly. 
"Pelle?" | walked towards him and saw that he had a razor in his hand. Blood dripped from his arm. 
"Please don't hurt yourself." 


To my surprise he set the razor down and turned to me. His hair was a mess and his eyes were red. | could 


tell he had been crying. "Tell me what happened. Why were you kissing him?" 


| recounted the whole story, showing him the small tattoo on my hand, and he seemed to understand. He told 


me what he and Euronymous had done, and how much he loved him. 
"But | feel torn between him and you. | don't know what to do. | honestly don't know." he said. Blood soaked the 
leg of his jeans where he'd laid his arm and | grabbed a shirt from the dresser. | wiped away the blood to see 


how bad the cut was. It didn't look deep. | wrapped his arm with the shirt and threw the razor in the garbage. 


"From what you've told me | think he does love you, Pelle." | stroked the long blonde hair and saw a tear 


running down his face. Without thinking | kissed it away. "And even if he doesn't, you will still have me." 
"Promise?" 


"| promise." 


Pure Fucking Evil 


Author's Notes: 
New character jumps in here. Guess who? ;) 


In the woods outside a young man lurked. He sat high in a tree, his hands gripping the trunk, his shocking blue 


eyes watching the window of the house below him. 


He saw what appeared to be two people kissing, a blonde who he recognized and a brunette girl he had not seen 


before. He hissed in envy. He should be mine, he thought. 


The man waited patiently for dusk Clouds moved across the Norwegian sky as it darkened. The sunset painted 
bright colors across the horizon, then dimmed and faded to deep blue. 


The stars’ twinkling gave little light, but even in the dark this man could see. A squirrel darted across the 
forest floor dozens of feet below. He raised his bow and arrow, pulled back the string and released. The 


squirrel now lay still. 


He climbed down the tree, skinned the squirrel and ate it raw, tearing its flesh with the force of his anger. He 
remembered the blonde's painful rejection several years ago. Now the little slut was living with someone 


else..or, possibly, more than one other person. 


This may be harder than | expected, the man thought. But he knew that deep in his heart he was unwilling to 


lose. He would have Pelle. At any cost. 
He hoped to get to him without a fight, but this didn't seem likely. 


Between the branches of trees he could see the house, its windows shining with a warm light. The silhouettes 
of two people appeared in one window, then moved away. One was decidedly male. The strong arms and broad 
shoulders gave it away, but this definitely was not Pelle. Pelle's arms were thin. 


So there were more than two people living there. He sighed in lust, remembering those thin arms and slim 
body. But how would he get past both people? He could kill one, but the other would surely know about it and 


scream. And Pelle would run away. 


He roared in frustration, crushing the squirrel's bones beneath his foot. He was tired of waiting for things to 


go his way. He had to take matters into his own hands. 


| have had enough!" he yelled into the empty forest. "Nobody fucks with Varg Vikernes!" 


Calm Before the Storm 


Euronymous's POV 

It was eerily silent in the house. | went upstairs to check on Pelle and found him asleep. He was wrapped up in 
a blanket, cuddled close to Jasmine on the bottom bunk of their bed. She was still awake. Her eyes gazed at the 
wall; she looked thoughtful. 

"Hey," | said announcing myself. "How's Pelle doing?” 

"Much better," she smiled. "I calmed him down" 

"Did he..did he cut himself?" | was afraid to ask, though | knew he probably had. 


She sighed. "Yes. But luckily it wasn't too deep. He's OK now.’ 


"He gets in these moods sometimes.." | murmured. "One moment he'll be happy, but it takes just one little thing 
and then he's crying and cutting.” 


"He doesn't feel loved" Jasmine added. "At least that's what he told me. He can't believe that someone actually 


cares about him. He's waiting for everything to go wrong." 


| looked down at Pelle's innocent face, framed by his hair and folds of the blanket. He looked so peaceful in 
sleep. But the terrible thoughts that must go on in that mind of his.. 


How could he not feel loved? | loved him so, so much. | took care of him for months. | bandaged his wounds, | 
cooked food (and urged him to eat it), and held him when he was sad. Of course | loved him. 


| pulled the corner of the blanket back and saw his bloodstained jeans and the fresh wounds on his arm. But 
why did | love this unpredictable, self-harming, depressed..creature, of all people? | covered him back up. 


"Did he kiss you? Or anything else?" | asked. 
"Yeah, a little. But he was so sad, it felt like kissing the wall." 


"He'll do better in time," | said without thinking. Awkward silence. "You know, | never intended to make him mad 


or jealous by kissing you," | added. 
"| know." 


‘| wanted to comfort you." | lay my hand on hers. "And to be honest, | also really just wanted to kiss you." | 
smiled and she smiled back behind her long hair. "May | do it again?" 


She nodded and we kissed once more. Her mouth tasted sweet, and before long we were both using tongue. | 


never wanted it to end, but | had to break away. 
| glanced over at Pelle, feeling guilty. It would only be fair to kiss him as well.. so | leaned down and gave him a 
gentle smooch, careful not to wake him. He stirred and smiled in his sleep. It brought me so much joy to see 


him in a peaceful mood. 


| said good night to my companions and headed off to sleep in my own bed, alone, but happy. 


Strength 


Varg woke up the next morning in the forest, wrapped in his thin blanket and clutching his bow. He sat up 
slowly, rubbing his eyes. Birds chirped and the scent of nature drifted through the fresh air. 


He saw a rabbit hopping through the brush a couple hundred feet away and pulled out a knife to throw at it, 
but as the reflective blade passed his face he noticed something was not right. Leaves and dirt stuck to his 


cheek and he brushed it off. 


He turned again, ready to make the rabbit his breakfast, but it had gone. Varg decided to go without breakfast 
that day, rolling up his blanket and continuing his slow advance toward the house he had been watching. 


A flash of red in the corner of his eye caught his attention. Berries! He had eaten these kind before; his 
mother put them in pies. He picked the berries and ate continuously. When a thorn from the plant pierced his 
hand he just plucked it out and kept going. The juice stained his fingers and he licked it off. 


He tested his strength in the forest that day, lifting heavy rocks and shooting arrows at birds. When his aim 
was true they fell to the ground and he saved them for later. 


The birds were tiny, the size of sparrows, but a few would be enough to calm his hunger for the day. Weeks 
of solo travel through the forest had toughened him in every way; he had grown used to not having much to 


eat, and a decent sized meal would make him uncomfortably full. 


His normally well-nourished body had grown slim and was crisscrossed with scratches and scrapes. He wore 
only a pair of jeans with holes in the knees. Calluses had formed on his hands and feet, and his long brown hair 
was in two braids that he hoped would not turn into dreadlocks before he could reach the house. He tried to 
undo them and comb them with his fingers every day or two so his hair would stay in decent condition 


Varg sat and ate the birds that evening, plotting how he would get to Pelle. He decided against a simple 
kidnapping; since he was the only other person around, it was too easy to be caught. There was no foolproof 
way of keeping Pelle quiet as he escaped, either. He needed to get to know the people Pelle lived with, infiltrate 


the house and gain their trust. An idea soon formed... 


Two Of Us 


Jasmine's POV 

We spent the day listening to music and getting to know Varg. He seemed friendly, well-read, and could talk 
about anything for hours on end. Even when Pelle accidentally stepped on his foot, he took it lightly and made 
no big deal of it. He was very intelligent, with strong opinions and firm beliefs. 

However he was not one to be trifled with. Euronymous and Varg fought playfully for the TV remote, and 
Varg ended up wining, sitting on Euro's back as he lay flat and helpless on the floor. | laughed until | cried at 
the sight. 

That night Varg asked to sleep in one of the bedrooms, because the living room couch was not exactly 
comfortable. | was a bit fearful of sharing a room with Varg, especially since he'd come out of nowhere and 
decided to bang on our door and ask for help. He was likeable, but | was unwilling to take any chances. 


"Euronymous? Can | sleep with you?" 


He turned to me with a gleam in his eye. "Of course you can Pelle, make Varg feel welcome." Pelle nodded and 


Varg followed him into the other bedroom. 


Euro took my hand and kissed it, then led me to his room. | saw he had a large, king sized bed, with soft black 
sheets and fluffy pillows. There was enough room for all four of us on it, and | giggled at the thought. 


"What's on your mind, Jaz?" He smiled, an evil smile, and | flushed red. 
"This bed is big enough for everyone." 
"So? Its just gonna be two of us tonight" 


| knew what | was in for. He turned off the lamp with a click, but | could still see him. His pale skin nearly 


glowed in the dark 


He came closer and sat down on the edge of the bed next to me. "Jasmine..l'd really like to have sex with you. 


But just know that you don't have to do anything you don't want to." 
"Oh, but | want to," | said. | could hear Varg and Pelle talking in the next room. "We'll have to be quiet though." 
"I know." Euro kissed my forehead. "I'm pretty quiet, but you can bite a pillow if you need to." He smiled and | 


noticed for the first time how gorgeous he really was. I'd known he was attractive, but I'd never seen him so 


close, never had the opportunity to really examine his features. 


His face was a balanced mix of masculine and delicate, with dark eyebrows and long eyelashes, a soft, kissable 
mouth and a cute short chin. | kissed him back and he wrapped his arms around me, and before | knew it he 


had me in his lap. 


Lie Down 


Author's Notes: 
If you aren't into het sex you can skip this chapter. Or don't, this might change your mind :) 


Jasmine's POV 
| grabbed his long black hair and gently tugged his head back so | could kiss his neck. He groaned and | nipped 
him there with my teeth, eliciting a gasp. Euro's big hands went up my shirt. When he reached my breasts he 


gave them a gentle squeeze. 


Pushing against him, | felt his erection through his jeans. | nearly came when | felt it twitch at my touch. He 
inhaled sharply and eased me off his lap. "Lie down" 


| did so, peeled off my shirt and kicked off my shoes and socks. He pulled off his own shirt, revealing more 
pale, perfect skin and an inverted cross necklace, then laid on top of me. Instinctively | put my knees up and 
held him close. 

Euronymous moved lower, kissing my neck now, biting and sucking until | was sure he'd left a mark, then went 
to work on my breasts. It was cold in his room and my nipples were hard. He licked and sucked them slowly 
until | was moaning and writhing beneath him. Then he bit down firmly and | winced. 


"Fuck..." | growled. 


"| think ‘making love’ would be more appropriate here," he murmured and glanced up at me with dark, lustful 


eyes. 


| gritted my teeth, expecting more pain, but Euro just slipped his hands into the waistband of my jeans, sliding 
them down and off. 


He removed his own pants and tossed them away, and | bit my lip at the sight of his cock. He rubbed it lightly 


along my entrance, then up over my clit, and | squirmed in agony. 

"Please Euronymous..." 

"What do you want, baby?" he asked, kissing me on the lips, still teasing me. "Tell me. Beg me." 
"Fuck me. Fuck me good" 


And he pushed inside, the huge head of his cock hitting my sweet spot. He thrust slowly at first, kissing my 


neck, then harder and faster, and | felt my entire body tense up. Euro pushed in as far as he could, then 


ground his hips against mine. 
"Oh god. Oh, Euro, please-" | whispered when | would have screamed. | was about to beg him not to stop, but 
there was no need. | convulsed beneath him, moaning, and with a strangled cry he closed his eyes and reached 


his own climax. 


He lay his head on my chest and | thought he had fallen asleep until he rolled us over so we lay on our sides, 


still joined together. He gently pulled out. Our bodies were coated in sweat and his sweet warm seed ran down 


my leg. 
Euronymous kissed me for a long time after that, pulling a blanket over us. "I love you Jaz." 


"| love you too." | rested my forehead against his collarbone and kissed his soft skin 


Mysterious 


Author's Notes: 
Another short chapter :P 


Jasmine's POV 

Euro's strong arms were around me and | felt cherished, safe, protected. But did Pelle feel any of those 
things? He seemed less affectionate towards Euro lately, and our little visitor was more friendly with Pelle 
than | had expected. 

Varg, Varg, Varg. | thought well of him, of course, but this was just the tip of the iceberg. I'd look at him 
sometimes and wonder what was hiding beneath the surface. On the outside there was the name, the face, the 
story he'd told us. But what laid within? 

Euronymous was still awake; his eyes gazed at the pentagram on the wall. "Euro?" 

"Yes?" 

"What do you think of Varg?" 


| don't know him that well yet, but he seems like a nice guy.’ 


| nodded in agreement. "I get the feeling there's more to him than we'll ever know. Maybe he has some dark 


secret." 
"Eh, maybe. He's definitely..mysterious" Euro yawned. "Now go to sleep, okay?" 


‘Mmhm." He kissed me on the lips and | lay my head on his shoulder and closed my eyes... 


Morning 
Euro's POV 


A little bit of sunlight shimmered through the blinds, directly on my face. | grimaced and rolled over as | pulled 


the covers over my head, trying to catch a few more precious minutes of sleep. 

| had almost drifted back into dreamland when | heard a banging on the bedroom door. Goddamnit. 

| sat up, pushed my hair out of my eyes and searched on the floor for my pants. By the time | found them 
and put them on the banging was louder. | stormed to the door and flung it open, prepared to curse the fuck 
out of whoever dared to disturb my rest, but was met with the innocent face of Varg. 


"'m.l'm sorry to wake you. But.we made breakfast." 


Did | mention that food makes me a morning person? My bad mood mellowed almost immediately. "That's very 


kind of you. But will you do me one favor?" 
"Sure, anything.” Varg replied. 


"Don't ever knock on my door. Unless the house is on fire," | said as calmly as | could. "And let's try to be 


quiet, someone is still sleeping.” 
"l-Im sorry.” 
"Its OK" | hugged the suddenly meek little Viking and he smiled that mysterious, Mona Lisa smile. 


"We made chocolate chip pancakes." Pelle said, grinning, flipping one in a pan as he spoke. The food looked and 
smelled delicious but | felt terribly guilty. | couldn't keep my love for Jasmine a secret from Pelle. He would 


know eventually. He probably already knew, and instead of confronting me, was overthinking everything and 


letting his doubts kill him inside. 


But | didn't prefer one to the other! | loved them both, | wanted both, | needed both! How could | make him 
believe this truth? And if Pelle began to love Jasmine as | did, would that make this confusing situation any 
better? 


There was a big stack of pancakes on a plate on the table. Varg got a few more plates and some forks and we 


ate. Apparently Varg had taught Pelle how to cook; these pancakes were perfect. 


Or maybe Varg had done all the cooking, and Pelle expected to help by eating. He once offered to share a candy 


bar with me: "I'll have the candy, you get the wrapper.” He had a strange sense of humor. 


"Hey guys." Jasmine came out of my room and walked to the table. "Oooh, pancakes! Did you make this?" 
"Yes we did," Varg chimed in. 

| never thought | could cook!" Pelle said. 

"You can though," Varg smiled. "It's easy once you get the hang of it" 


Something seemed very wrong in the atmosphere. | felt tension, even though there appeared to be peace. Then 


| realized: 


Jasmine was wearing my plaid bathrobe. It was open, not far enough to show anything it shouldn't but far 
enough to show the bites | had left on her neck. 


Oh. Shit. 


Pelle's eyes widened at the sight, then narrowed. | swallowed hard, but he kept eating as if nothing had 
happened. 


After the plates were cleared | pulled Jasmine aside for a minute. "Will you please go put something else on? | 


don't want it to be so obvious." 


"OK." She headed into the room she shared with Pelle and shut the door. Little did | know Pelle was standing 
right behind me. 


Comfort 


Author's Notes: 
All | can say is, readers, get ready for some major drama. The plot bunnies made me do it. P 


Varg's POV 
We sat inside a small tent in the woods a few miles away. Pelle's shoulders shook as he cried. 


"But l'm never going to get over him, Varg. | know he loved me..but he had sex with someone else. don't know, 
| just don't know what to do." 


‘I've always thought that if someone is truly in love, they would never even think of anyone else. Let alone act 
on those thoughts," | said. "Real love is when you'd lay down your life to save theirs, when you'd never let 
them out of your sight, when they're the first thing on your mind in the morning and the last thing at 
night." 

"Really?" Pelle said, sniffing. "I don't think I've ever experienced that." 


"He doesn't deserve you, Pelle," | said, putting one arm around his shoulders. "But you deserve love." Pelle looked 


up and | kissed his forehead. "I love you, Pelle. | don't want to see you get hurt again. Never again" 


| leaned back against a large rock I'd put inside the tent for use as a table. Pelle buried his face in my chest 


and | held him, stroking his long blonde hair. After a while he asked: 

"Do you have a knife?" 

"No, why?" 

"| want to cut." He pulled back the sleeve of his jean jacket to reveal scars crisscrossing his wrist. 

"No. No. Don't do that," | said holding him tighter. "Don't ever hurt yourself” 

The tent was not warm, and Pelle shivered, rubbing his hands together. | took Pelle's hands and put them inside 
my shirt. Pelle snuggled closer and tilted his head back to look up at me. | kissed him lightly on the lips and he 
smiled and kissed me back. Slowly | traced my tongue along his lips and he opened his mouth. Our tongues 


touched, then circled, and he moaned softly. 


He broke away, panting. "Varg." 


"Yes?" 
He twined his fingers with mine and | squeezed his hand. "Will you hold me?" 


‘Of course." | wrapped my arms around his waist and pulled him into my lap, facing me. Two layers of denim 
separated our bodies. | tried not to get a boner, but god, he was so close. His breath tickled my neck. Yes, yes, 


yes, | had him now, he wanted me. 
This would be easy. 


A/N: *However poetic it sounds, | think that is a bit excessive. | believe when you really love someone, you're not 
always thinking of them or worried, because you trust them. And never thinking of any other person? Thats 
ridiculous. | am trying to show Varg as one who equates obsession/control as love.. and eventually introduce the 


consequences of such feelings. 


Blurred Reality 


Varg's POV 

| kissed Pelle again, slower and softer, and he moaned. His arms were around my shoulders and mine around his 
waist. | pulled off his jean jacket and tossed it to the side. His thin arms were more scarred than | 
remembered. | lifted the hem of his t-shirt to reveal a fragile-looking torso. Pale skin, prominent ribs. 

"You don't eat enough, do you?" | inquired. He shook his head. "lve got some food and drink, if you're hungry.” 
"Am | ever!" He smiled. | pulled out some beef jerky and two flasks. One had water, the other had wine. 
Extremely potent, flavorless wine, that would seem like water until its effects were realized later. | grabbed 
the one with the water and took a healthy swig. Pelle followed suit, chugging about half the bottle. He'd cried 


so much, | wasn't surprised he was dehydrated. 


He sat beside me and ate his portion of the beef jerky so quickly | had to see it to believe it. As the wine 


began to take effect he loosened up and we talked about his experiences with Euro and Jasmine: 
"What's Jasmine like? | didn't get to know her very well." 
"She's okay. 'S pretty. Real nice, but Euro's fucked her already. Makes me mad." 


He was slurring his words a little. The emotion radiated from him now like the rays of the sun. If | could 


justify his emotions, confirm what he had always believed, then | could make him do anything. 
"It doesn't matter, though, Pelle," | assured him. "He didn't love you. But | do. You have me now." 
"Yesssh," he slurred and took another drink, leaning back against a pillow. He was fully inebriated now. 


| slowly took off my shirt, making note of his every reaction. His big blue eyes widened and he unconsciously 
licked his lips. | felt my pride swell. I'd always known | was decent looking, but damn. 


Drunken, beautiful Pelle blinked slowly and smiled. "Keep going.” 


"Uh-uh. Now you. Lift your arms up." He obeyed and | peeled off his shirt. It came off inside out. He took one 
last drink, emptying the bottle, and dropped it to his side. 


| had forgotten how skinny he was. His pale skin took on a strange hue from the light coming through the walls 
of the orange tent. Slowly | lowered him to the blanket beneath us and pinned him down, kissing him more 


fervently. 


Violator 


Author's Notes: 
| am so sorry for this. 


Dead's POV 


Wait. This was wrong, so wrong. No matter how gorgeous Varg was, something was not right about what he 
was doing. | no longer cared what he had told me about "real love". | felt like | was suffocating. | couldn't think 
clearly. | just knew something was up. He was scaring me. | felt very drunk, and | hated the feeling. He must 


have put something in the food. | struggled weakly, but my body felt heavy. He held me down more firmly. 


I'm not gonna hurt you," he said, but | didn't listen, just kept trying to roll over and get away. He got rougher 
and | panicked: 


If you don't stop I'll scream," | slurred. 


"So scream. You do realize we're several miles deep into the forest? No one will hear you," Varg hissed and 


yanked my pants off. 


| tried to scream, but no sound came out. He grabbed my wrists and cuffed them together, then pushed my 
hands above my head and leaned in to kiss me once more. He forced his tongue into my mouth and it was 


disgusting; why did | kiss him in the first place? | only needed comfort and now - this! 


"No..no, please," | begged. Varg's hand moved lower, encircling my erection. | hated myself. | did not want this at 
all. Yet my body disobeyed. He stroked my cock up and down, lightly, and | bit my lip. Whatever he had snuck 
into my food or drink, it was working well. But | was fighting it with all | had. 


He withdrew his hand and licked his fingers, then touched me where | had never been touched before. | 
shivered in disgust and thrashed against my bonds. 


"No, god, Varg, please, no! Nooo!" Tears sprang to my eyes and my throat tightened with sobs, but he paid my 


cries no heed. 
"Shut up, bitch." His cold wet fingers slid inside me. 
Pain brought the tears rolling down my cheeks. Soon he pulled his fingers out but a greater pain awaited me. 


He slammed his full length inside. Nothing in the world could have prepared me for that terrible burning pain. | 


screamed. 


"Didn't | just tell you to be quiet?" Varg snarled and slapped me across the face. He began to fuck me, violently. 
My chest heaved with sobs. 


"Don't do this to me," | pleaded, though obviously it was far too late. He punched me directly in the face and | 
felt a black eye begin to form. Varg growled in sick pleasure and | blacked out. 


Shame 


Dead's POV 

The first thing | noticed when | came around was that my ass was sore. | opened my eyes painfully - one 

ached like a bitch. When | realized | was naked | panicked and tried to reach down and cover myself, but my 
arms were stuck above my head and my ankles were shackled together. | looked up and saw a boot on the 


chain between two handcuffs. 


"You're not going anywhere,’ Varg chuckled. | craned my neck back to look at him. He sat in a folding chair, 


reading a book. 

"What have you done?" | asked. 

"Put you in your place." 

| suddenly remembered everything; the pain, my crying, his taunts and abuse. Varg had fucking raped mel 


My eyes filled with tears again and | tried not to cry, but to no avail. Varg just smirked and returned to his 
book. 


After a while he removed my handcuffs and | tentatively moved my arms back to a normal position. They 
were sore as well, and | stretched them as gently as | could | hoped he was letting me go now, but | knew 
better. He hadn't gotten enough of torturing me, | could tell. 


"Go to the pond over there" - he gestured to the right - "and wash yourself off. You look like a sack of shit” 


| hung my head and walked out naked into the misty morning. 


Little House of Horrors 


Author's Notes: 
Before reading | would recommend having a box of tissues handy. Cuz feels :( 


You shouldnt have to pay for your love with your bones and your flesh.. - Pat Benatar, Hell Is For Children 
Dead's POV 
How badly | wanted to run away! But my ankles were chained together; | could not. 


Why had | run away when | realized Oystein was, how should | say it, sexually involved with Jasmine? I'd rather 
share Oystein with Jasmine than share my own self with Varg! 


| wept openly in regret and fear of whatever Varg was planning to do to me. When | reached the pond | saw 
my pitiful reflection in the water. My hair was messed up, my eye was blackened and my lip was bleeding. Dirt 
smudged my body. | carefully reached around to touch my sore ass and was not surprised when my fingers 


came away bloody. 


He had fucking brutally raped me. And | decided then that no matter what, no matter the cost, he would not 
get away with it. One day | would make him pay. 


| reached up to brush away a tear and felt something on my cheek, then brought away my hand. It was white 
and sticky.. No..it couldn't be.. A nasty taste filled my mouth and | felt sick. 


| threw up into a clump of cattails nearby. There was just no limit to Varg's sick and twisted fuckery! And he 
seemed so innocent, so normal at first! Not to say that | was either of those things, but | never expected him 


to be like this. 


| waded into the shallow end of the pond and crouched down, sitting on my heels in the mud below the surface. 
The water reached my chin and | contemplated swimming out to the middle and letting myself sink. But then no 


one would know what happened to me; Varg would never pay the price for what he had done. 


| cupped the water in my hands and drank. In science class back in high school, I'd seen pond water under a 
microscope. Alll kinds of tiny creatures lived in just a single drop. But even that was better than tasting Varg's 


nastiness. Having no soap, | washed myself with leaves. | wanted so much to be clean again 


"Heyl" Varg yelled from afar. "Time's up, get your ass back in here. If you try to run away you know | will 
catch youl" 


| climbed out of the pond, shivering and shaking. The chains around my ankles clanked together. Varg ran to me 
with a large towel. | wrapped it around my shoulders, oddly grateful, and he led me back to the tent. 


Back to the little house of horrors. 


Pain 
Dead's POV 


He dried me off briskly with the towel and lifted my chin to kiss me. | didn't want it but | knew better than to 


fight it. Varg carried a knife in his belt, | had noticed, and | was sure he would not hesitate to use it on me. 


"Now there's a few ground rules you're gonna have to follow," Varg says. "First, you are to call me Master at 


all times. Is that understood?" 
"Y-Yes, Master," | found myself saying. 


"You are not to take more food than you are given, nor speak unless spoken to. Is that clear?" | nod. "And 


above all, if you attempt to run away, or tell anyone what is going on, | will kill you. | am not joking." 
| swallowed hard. So | was right about him and the knife! Knots of terror formed in my stomach. 


And Varg raped me three more times that day. It hurt just as bad, and afterwards | was left bleeding and 


whimpering on the large towel which now served as my blanket. 


He took my virginity, he took my dignity, he took everything away from me. | wrapped myself up in the soft 


towel and closed my eyes, dreaming of many ways | would have my revenge. 


For the first few days | could not eat. The hunger seemed to tear a hole in my stomach, the pain was so bad. 


But | couldn't force anything down, and when | did it inevitably came right back up later. 


"Bitch, eat," Varg snarled. "If you don't, you'll die anyway. No one will ever miss you." He kicked me in the ribs 


and | winced. 


Eventually | forced myself to eat, and | grew used to the taste of poorly-cooked sparrow or rabbit. Apparently 
Varg hunted his own food, when he wasn't raping or torturing me. 


As the days turned into weeks, | learned how to deal with getting violated. | stopped struggling. | stopped caring. 
| just shut my eyes and thought of Euronymous and Jasmine. | missed them so.. 


Premonition 


Jasmine's POV 


Not a day went by that we didn't wonder about Pelle and Varg. Euronymous called the police, but neither of 


them had been seen. They were both reported missing, but after a few weeks were still not found 


Pelle never left my mind. | thought of Varg, too. Even though | had my doubts about him, | still hoped nothing 
bad had happened to him. 


Euro cried often and | held him, often crying myself. Just when | thought there was no hope left and they 


were gone forever, Euronymous shook me awake one morning: 
"Jaz, wake up!" 
"Huh? What is it?" 


"| know what happened to Pelle! Varg kidnapped him.. He drugged him and raped him, and he's holding him 
hostage not too far from here!" 


"How do you know?" | asked, ever skeptical 

"| saw it in my dream. You have to believe me, babe, | wouldn't lie about this! 
"Well, let's see if you're right! 

We ate breakfast, got dressed and set out to search for Pelle. 


"If we find Varg, and if he's hurt Pelle, | am going to make him bleed all over this forest." Euro's dark eyes 
sparkled with anger. 


Quiet 


Author's Notes: 
Another shortish chapter :P 


Jasmine's POV 

As we got deeper into the woods | began to doubt Euro less. The more | thought about it, the more likely it 
seemed. Why would Varg run after someone he just met and try to make him feel better? Especially someone 
who, at first sight, didn't trust him? No doubt Varg had evil intentions. 

When the sun set we decided to stay inside a large fallen tree. The snow began to fall again and little white 
flakes blew in through a crack in the tree. Euro pushed the blanket we brought with us into the crack and 
snuggled close to me. Inside the tree we were warm and safe, and no one could see us. 


"I hope he's okay," Euro whispered in my ear. His warm breath tickled my neck and he kissed me there. 


"Me too," | said and turned to face him. | could not see him, nor he me. Our fingers touched each other's faces 


so we knew where to kiss. 


We made love again that night and fell asleep wrapped around each other. 


Life Eternal 


Author's Notes: 
l'm just going to torture you readers now.. 


Dead's POV 


Varg was on me again, fucking me before | even woke up. | wanted to roll over and punch his lights out. But | 
was cuffed down, around a heavy rock. He'd thought of everything. So | just lay there limply and pretended not 


to care what he was doing to me. 


I'd lost count of the days since he took me away from my home. But he didn't take me. | went willingly. | ran 
away in a fit of rage and he followed; | thought he was only there to help and eventually take me back, but 


there wasn't any chance now. 
He never called me by my name. It was always "Hey" or "bitch". 
| tried to get away, but failed. | couldn't run with the chains on my ankles. They made too much noise. 


When he caught me he snarled and pressed the blade of his knife to my throat and | thought for sure | was 
going to die. But that would have ended the pain, and | knew he wanted nothing more than to make me suffer 


as much as he could. 


He punished me, making me suck his cock and deepthroat it. Varg knotted his hands in my hair and shoved my 
head down. | gagged the entire time, but he only seemed to like it more, and as soon as he came down my 


throat | was violently sick, throwing up what little food he had given me that day. 


"You're disgusting,” he hissed and slapped me across the face. | hated Varg so much that, given the chance, | 


would have gladly killed him. 


For the next day or two he kept me chained up in the tent, denying me food or water. | became dizzy from 
hunger, but | was not so weak as to beg him for anything. And even if | did, he would likely scoff and not give 


it to me. 


The pain in my stomach was agonizing. My mouth was as dry as a desert and swallowing hurt, as if sharp 


fingernails were being dragged down my throat. 


| lapsed in and out of consciousness, occasionally waking to find Varg violating me yet again. My body became 
weak, smudged with dirt and blood and Varg's nastiness. Soon | no longer cared if | lived or died; life became a 


constant stream of pain, and sleep was my only refuge. 


But deep down, | knew | couldn't leave this world without my Euro. Nor Jasmine - though | had never become 


very close to her, | knew she cared for me. 


| clung to life by a thread. 


Footprints 
Jasmine's POV 


A few days into our journey we found footprints in the snow. The imprints were different than the bottoms of 
either of our boots, so it had to be someone else. 


"Let's trace them and see what we find" Euro marched ahead and | followed. 
In the distance we saw an orange tent. Probably just some campers, | thought. | hoped Pelle was inside, but at 
the same time | didn't - what would we find? Was he dead? Alive? And when Varg saw us, he would surely try 


to kill us both. 


Sure enough, the footprints led to the tent, and a muffled groan came from inside. Cautiously | unzipped the 


opening and stifled a scream. 


Pelle lay flat, naked, bruised and bloody. His chest just barely rose and fell. His eyes were closed and his hands 


cuffed together above his head, around a rock. 
| crawled inside and shook him. "Pelle! Pelle, are you alright?" 


No answer. He was comatose. | listened for a heartbeat and thankfully found one. | touched his lips and they 


were very dry. "Euro, grab some snow." 
"Why?" 
"Just do it!" 


He grabbed a handful and gave it to me; | pressed the cold substance against his stomach, on his neck, his 


face, his feet, but he did not move. 
"No, no, Pelle, you can't do this to us," Euro said, biting his lip to hold back tears. "No." 


He leaned forward and kissed Pelle hard, breathing into him, rubbing his sides to wake him. Suddenly Pelle's eyes 


opened wide. 
"Oystein? Jasmine?" 


"You're alivel" Euro said, tears of joy spilling down his face. He wrapped his arms around Pelle's skinny body and 


kissed him hard, not letting go. 


Pelle grabbed the snow and ate it, desperately thirsty. "Shhh," he said. "Varg might hear! He's gonna lose it if 


he finds you here, he's gonna kill you-" 
"Too late," said a terrible voice right behind us. 


A/N: Should Varg go to jail, or de for his sins?? >; 


Carnage 
Author's Notes: 


The people have spoken, Varg shall die. If you like blood and gore this chapter is for you :) 


Recommended listening: First track on Hvis lyset tar oss. The tortured screams fit right in. >:) 


Euro's POV 


Varg grabbed me by the collar and swiftly gave me a black eye. "So you thought you could get him back, huh? 
Well, its not that easy, dumbass." 


He knocked me down onto the cold ground and when he went to pounce on me | kicked him in the chest. 
"You've got some nerve, keeping Pelle prisoner, you cunt!" | yelled. Varg drew a large knife but | wrenched it 
from his hand, getting several deep cuts in the palm. The blood flowed but in the heat of the moment | felt no 
pain. 

| now held the knife, but Varg wasn't scared. He kept trying to catch me off guard and take the knife, and in a 
split second he'd got the blade back and was ready to spill my guts into the snow. Suddenly Jasmine jumped 
between him and |: 


"lf you want to hurt him you have to hurt me first!" 


Stunned, Varg blinked. | guess he wasn't expecting a woman to threaten him. Its never right to hit a lady; 


however, Varg had already committed numerous wrongs, and he might not hesitate to go even further. 


| tried to stop her. | really did. But she needed no help; she hurled herself at Varg before he could react, kicked 
him in the crotch, jabbed her nails into his eyes and he flailed, dropping the knife and shrieking in pain 


Though he was blinded and had collapsed to his knees, he still swiped randomly at the air, howling in agony, 


blood running down his face, looking like something out of a horror film. 
"Get him, Euro! Make him suffer!" Pelle rasped from inside the tent some yards away. 


| came behind him and knocked him to the ground, grabbing the knife from the ground and stabbing him in the 


back, more times than | could count. He screamed and begged for mercy which | would not give. 


But he still breathed! No matter how viciously | mangled his body he would not die! | stabbed him again and 


again, tears falling down my face. 


Varg's wounds wept red onto the snow below. | had let this person into the house. He gained our trust; at first 
he seemed like a nice guy. But | let him get close to Pelle, and he took advantage of him in so many ways. 
Pelle's suffering was all my fault. | had to avenge this. 


And | kept stabbing, stabbing, watching my lover's rapist die, and soon the groaning and gurgling stopped | gave 
one final stab, through the back of his head, and | felt satisfied. 


| never imagined | could kill. | never thought I'd have to. 


This innocent-looking, lost young man had fooled us all. 


Safe 


Jasmine's POV 


Euro wrenched the knife out of Varg's head and kicked his body some ways to a pond, where he shoved him in. 
A thin layer of ice cracked under the pressure and Varg's corpse sank beneath the freezing water, staining it 


red. 


He stood there for a while and | walked up to him slowly, wiping the blood off my hands. Eventually Euro 
collapsed to his knees and flung the knife out into the pond as well. It made a small splash. 


Blood stained both of us now, and we staggered back to the tent, still in shock that we had killed Varg. Pelle 
still lay chained to the rock inside the tent. Cautiously he asked: 


"Did you get him? Did you kill him?" 
"Yes, baby," Euro groaned. "He's dead, Per, you're safe now." 


Euro found the keys to the handcuffs and chains and released Pelle from the bonds. Pelle sat up slowly, 


whimpering and shaking, and embraced Euro, who slowly rocked him back and forth. 
Euro had brought some food and water with him, and gave some to Pelle, who gulped it down. In about half an 
hour, he'd eaten most of what we had and his strength slowly returned. But he was still shaken, hardly 


believing that his suffering was over, and clung to me as Euro draped a blanket around Pelle's naked shoulders. 


His face was buried in my chest and he sobbed. "| love you, Jasmine. | love you, Euro. | should have never left 


you." 


Pelle's hair smelled badly - he apparently hadn't been allowed to clean himself for quite a while - but | kissed 
the top of his head and hugged him close. He raised his head and kissed me back, lovingly. 


Euro wrapped Pelle in the blanket and kissed him, then carried his slim, battered body back home. 


Return 


Author's Notes: 
l'm running out of ideas for chapter titles (so they may alternate between numbers and actual titles from 


here on :) 


Jasmine's POV 


Euro and | washed Pelle clean, as he could not do it himself. His hands were still sore from being cuffed up 
most of the time. His hair was awfully matted, and it took hours to comb out as he sat on the floor in front 
of the couch. 


Pelle didn't want to talk about what Varg had done to him. And | understood. | already knew what had happened. 


In the weeks that followed, Pelle often sat quietly, reading or drawing, and sometimes he would wake at night 


screaming from nightmares. He'd crawl up into my bunk, or go to Euro's room, and ask to be held. 


And slowly, | began to love him. He'd cuddle close to me, laying his head on my chest, and I'd hold him. Only 
then could he sleep peacefully, as long as he was in my or Euro's arms. He was so indescribably vulnerable 


now, having had everything he knew torn away from him. 


Soon we decided to all sleep together in Euro's big bed. Pelle's plight had pretty much suppressed the sexual 
tension between any of us, and he was still too traumatized to want to have sex again. But we still snuggled 
together like a litter of puppies, secure in each others’ presence. After about a month, his nightmares stopped 
and he slept peacefully again. 


Recuperation 
Jasmine's POV 


Pelle lay sandwiched between Euro and | some weeks later, and our legs were tangled together in a lovely 


embrace; Euro and | were naked and Pelle only in his boxers. 


His face rested against my chest as usual, then | felt him kiss my collarbone. His tongue touched my skin and | 
gasped a little. | glanced over to Euro. His eyes were closed and he appeared to be asleep. 


"Jasmine?" 
"Yeah?" 
"|. | think l'm ready." 


Immediately | knew what he meant. He was ready to have sex again, without feeling the pain and shame of 


what Varg had done. | could tell; his erection poked me through the thin fabric of his boxers. 
"Are you sure?" | asked, 
"Yes. | am sure," he whispered and kissed my neck. "I want to.. do it.. with you." 


| got the feeling that this was Pelle's first time with a woman Because it had been a man who hurt him so 


much, he probably felt more comfortable with me. 
We rolled over and away from Euro's sleeping form and Pelle landed on top of me, hard. 


"Oof!" | gasped and he laughed, nibbling at my neck. | stroked his hair. He definitely seemed healed, although | 


couldn't be sure. 


If you want to stop at any time, it's okay," | reassured him. | didn't want to trigger whatever terrible 


memories he had and cause another total breakdown. 


"But. don't even know how to have sex with a woman," he admitted. "I've never done it." | could hear the blush 


in his voice. 


| can teach you," said a soft voice. Euro was awake now, and he moved over us. He kissed the back of Pelle's 
neck and Pelle whimpered a little. 


"Shhh. It's okay," Euro murmured. "I love you, baby. I've got you." Pelle smiled and wriggled a little between us. 


Euro's hands moved to Pelle's waist and slid off his boxers. | inhaled sharply when | felt his cock against my 
leg. It had been so long since I'd felt up to this.. and Pelle's youth and inexperience was intriguing. 


But | knew he'd been almost destroyed by Varg's evil ways, and | tried not to come on too strong, for fear of 


scaring him. 


Innocence 


Author's Notes: 
Innocent!Pelle 3 with plot twists ahead :o 


Jasmine's POV 
"So..what do | do?" Pelle asked. 


First of all, don't just shove it in there. You've got to get her warmed up, you know? Give her a kiss. Touch 


her. 
Pelle leaned in and rested his forehead against mine. In his eyes | saw uncertainty, fear even, but nevertheless 
determination And he kissed me, slow and soft, his tongue circling mine. | closed my eyes, but | could still see 


Euro there with us, smiling. 


A warm hand squeezed my breast and | moaned into Pelle's mouth. He broke away and bit his lip, grinning, 


glancing from my chest to my face. A mischievous sparkle was in his eyes. 
| know what you're thinking," Euro said, "and its totally okay. She likes it. Trust me." 


And Pelle dipped his head and sucked gently on my nipple. It felt different than when Euro did it; more soft and 
teasing rather than rough. But it brought a rush of warmth down my spine and | shivered. 


"You're doing good," Euro grinned. "Now put your hand here" - he guided Pelle's hand between our bodies - "and 


see if she's wet.” 


Pelle lifted his head, licking his lips, and smiled. "Yep." He thrust against me unconsciously and | felt his cock 
twitch. 


"What now?" Pelle gasped. His long blonde hair brushed my skin and it tickled. 
"Now..take your cock in your hand, and slide it in" 
Pelle reached down and | felt him nudge my entrance. "Here?" 


"Right there," | nodded, then a groan tore from my throat. He was inside now, and damn, it felt good. How I'd 
missed this. But he just kept going; it seemed as if the initial push in was endless... 


Pelle's POV 


When our bodies touched and my length was buried inside Jasmine, she let out a purr of pleasure. My 
breathing grew ragged and our mouths crashed together again in a frantic kiss. And instinctively | started to 
thrust, moaning a little. "Euro.. how does it feel so good..?" 


"Because it's meant to," Euro said from afar. My eyes closed in pleasure and | pushed deeper into the warm 
wetness. It felt just as good as Oystein's mouth had, but ever so slightly rougher and tighter. Jasmine gasped 
and moved against me. 


"Harder," Euro commanded and | obeyed, throwing my head back and rocking into Jasmine, grinding my pubic 
bone against hers, and she let out a wail and came. | felt my cock thicken and twitch and | came as well. But 


my cock didn't soften just yet. 


When | regained consciousness | felt Euro's hands on my ass and | whimpered a little. Immediately he kissed the 


back of my neck: 
"Shhh, Pelle, baby. Its gonna be okay." 


| felt his wet fingers rub a warm liquid all around my entrance and instead of the usual fright and pain when | 
was touched there, it excited me. Of course | remembered what Varg had done. His reason was unknown, likely 
founded on some sick need. But | didn't have to worry about that. Euronymous was doing this because he loved 


me. 
His other hand gripped my hip. “Take a deep breath." 


| inhaled slowly and felt his finger slip inside. Jasmine's eyes opened - she had dozed off for a moment after 
orgasm - and they widened when she saw what Oystein was doing. Then she smiled and kissed me as he added 
a second finger. | groaned and squeezed my eyes shut; | thought the pain would not come, since Varg had 


fucked me inside out and every time it felt like he'd destroyed my insides. 


But | had since healed, and it still hurt. The knowledge that | was loved eased the pain, though. It wasn't Varg; 
Varg was dead, his corpse fed upon by fishes in the bottom of a pond. There was just me and Jasmine and 
Euro and his hair brushing my back and the gentle push of his fingertips against my prostate. My eyes rolled 
back in my head and | thrust backwards onto his fingers, my still-hard cock nearly slipping out of Jasmine. 


"You want more?" he asked, and | nodded. He pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his cock, and soon 
he was in to the hilt. | looked down at Jasmine and she had a look of total rapture on her face; was she getting 


off on watching him make love to me? 


| dropped that thought when Euro started thrusting, pushing me by proxy into Jasmine once more, and we all 
moved together until we found a shared rhythm. 


A chorus of moans soon erupted from us, and Jasmine reached up and wrapped her arms all the way around 
me, clasping Euro's back. Euro's chest was against my back and Jasmine's heart beat against mine; | had never 


felt more safe than now, sandwiched between the two people | loved most. 


Euro growled, biting at my neck, hitting my sweet spot with every thrust, and we all came together. And | 
howled, seeing bright patterns behind closed eyelids. 


The next thing | was aware of was feeling squashed beneath Euro's weight. He was mostly muscle, and | liked 


that. | liked his strength. Though he was a bit on the short side he was powerful. 
He gently pulled out and sighed. His lips brushed the small of my back. "Did you like?" 


"Yeah," | said and rolled off of Jasmine. Sweat dripped from her brow and | kissed her forehead. Euronymous 


embraced her and she smiled a little before falling asleep next to me. 


| crawled over to Euro's other side and he wrapped his free arm around my shoulder, urging me to move 
closer until my head rested on his naked chest. His heart beat loudly below my ear, and | felt safe. | knew that 


nothing would ever harm me again. 


Sick 


Author's Notes: 
HUGE plot twist ahead. If you foresee it, please don't tell anyone, OK? :) 


| month later 
Euro's POV 

"| don't feel so good” 

The infamous final words before Pelle turned a delicate shade of green and rushed to the bathroom. 


| could hear him throwing up and | sincerely hoped it hadn't been the lunch | made today. What was making him 
sick? 


He returned and flopped down on the couch, looking paler than normal. | lay my hand on his forehead. No fever. 
"Oystein?" 


"Hmmm?" | used to hate when he called me that, but ever since we almost lost him, | was glad just to have 


Pelle by my side, no matter what he used to refer to me. 
"| feel awful." 

| bent to kiss his cheek "I can tell. Is there anything | can do for you?" 
"Get me a blanket. Maybe a nap will help" 


| grabbed the blanket off Pelle's bed, which he rarely slept in anymore, and covered his thin body. He curled up 


on the couch and slept for a few hours while | watched television 

"What's wrong with Pelle?" Jasmine asked. 

"| don't know. He threw up and then he said he wanted to lie down. | hope he's alright" 

Pelle was adorable when he slept. Eyes closed, lips parted, long blonde hair spread all over, either curled up 


tight or with limbs splayed out in every direction. He stirred and yawned, stretching his long legs over the arm 
of the couch. 


"Feel better?" Jasmine asked. 

"Mmhm," he nodded and headed back to the kitchen to get more food. 

"Hey, don't eat more just yet," | warned him. "You might be sick again" 

‘I'm hungry though." His big blue eyes begged. 

"Okay, have it your way. But if it happens again you know what | said." 

Pelle shrugged and took out a box of cookies, then sat down next to me and Jasmine. He shared with us, of 
course, but he ate most of it himself. This was not normal. Pelle usually didn't eat much, but now? He was too 


old to be going through a growth spurt; what could it be? 


He didn't get sick again that day. But the next morning he was, violently so, and | began to wonder... 


A Shocking Discovery 

Dead's POV 

There was no way | could be sick again. Was it a weird bug that was being passed around? Was it something in 
our food? It couldn't be; Euro and Jasmine were fine. But every day the cycle continued: wake up, have 
breakfast, throw it back up, lay down for a while, then feel better by lunchtime and continue the day as 
normal. 

Perhaps it was just my nerves. And | wasn't used to eating normally. Before what happened with Varg, | was 
practically anorexic, having maybe a few bites of food a day, and I'd cut till | was weak from blood loss. But 


having narrowly escaped death, | had learned the value of life and sought to enjoy mine as much as possible. 


One morning | woke up and saw Euro looking concernedly at me. | took a closer look in the mirror and was 


shocked. My once-flat stomach had expanded by a few inches. 
"Per. are you.. getting faf?" Euro's brow was furrowed in confusion 
"Um, that's what it looks like," | yawned, not giving it a second thought. 


But even after an attempt at a healthier diet and exercise, my stomach continued to expand. Not a ridiculous 


amount, but enough to be noticed. 
"Euro? Jasmine?" | approached them shyly. "Can | ask you something?" 


"Sure," Jasmine said. Euro was eating potato chips and getting crumbs all over the front of his shirt. Suddenly | 
craved their greasy, salty goodness. | reached for one but he held back the bag: 


"Sorry, Pelle, remember your diet?" 


"Yeah, about that.." 


Live Through This 


Author's Notes: 
Fic logic: m/m/f threesome and one of the guys gets pregnant :P 


Dead's POV 
"| dort think l'm ‘getting fat. I-" | swallowed hard; would they even believe me? *-I think Im pregnant" 
Jasmine's eyes bugged out. "What?" 

"| think | remember reading somewhere that this is possible," Euro said. "But i's extremely rare. If you are, 
and if anyone finds out, they'll send you to a lab to be studied Are you a hermaphrodite or something?" He 
chuckled at his little joke and | felt tears well up in my eyes. 

"Oystein, please! You don't understand how fucking scared | am right now!" 

"Im sorry." 

"What if it's not yours? What will we do then? Huh?" 


Euro's eyes widened, remembering what Varg had done.. "| honestly don't know." 


| collapsed onto the couch next to Jasmine, leaning onto her shoulder. She hugged me and stroked my hair, and 


| let the tears fall. 


Euro went to the store and bought a few pregnancy tests, and sure enough, all of them were positive. | 


panicked. 
"What if it isn't yours?" | asked Oystein over and over. "I don't want to have Varg's baby!" But the chances 
were that it was Varg's. Euro had only had actual penetrative sex with me a few times; Varg had violated me 


constantly for weeks. 


How was this even fucking possible? | was a guy! That isn't supposed to happen! And.. there was nowhere to 


give birth from.. how in the hell.. 


The next thing | knew Euro's arms were around me and my face was buried in his t-shirt. | looked up at him; 


the illegible band logo on the shirt was soaked with my tears. 


"| just can't believe.! don't want to believe this. Please tell me this is a dream. l'm so scared." 


"IFs all real, Pelle. And | know this will probably sound stupid," he said, "but don't be scared. You survived being 


tortured by an insane stranger for a month. You can live through this." 


| didn't even know how to react to that. | sighed heavily and relaxed into Euro's embrace. He kissed the top of 
my head. 


"But tell me.. what will you do, if it isn't mine?" he asked. "And how will we know if it is or not?" 
"Well obviously it would look a little like you," | said. "But all babies kind of look the same. Round-faced. Cute." 


"Cute like you," he said and kissed me again, on the lips this time, making me smile. | felt better. 


Change 


Author's Notes: 
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Pelle's POV 


That night Euro lay me down on the bed and slid my clothes off, taking off his own shirt. "Let me have a look 
at you." 


| sat on the edge of the bed and Euro knelt between my legs. His familiar touch caressed me as he ran his 
hands over my stomach, pressing lightly in different places. It felt funny and | giggled. My whole body felt 


more sensitive lately, as if my heart beat in my every extremity. 


"You definitely are not a hermaphrodite," he said and smiled, his eyes and hands exploring me. "You're all man. 


But, it does indeed feel as if there is a baby in there... So how the hell did you conceive a child?" 
"| don't know, Oystein, honestly.” 
"Me neither. Maybe it was meant to be. Maybe you'll even grow a womb to keep the baby in" Euro shrugged. 


The idea of growing a entire new organ to accommodate the new life inside baffled me, but after all I'd been 


through | guessed anything was possible. 


"But | love you, no matter what," he said, leaning over my body to kiss me on the mouth. "And the more you 


change, the more beautiful you will be." 


RRR 


"You guys alright? You're awfully quiet," Jasmine asked, knocking on Euro's door. | blushed recalling all the 


sounds we must have made. 


"Yeah, we're fine," Euro replied. "C'mon in" | pulled the blanket over myself hurriedly, but | was not what 


Jasmine noticed. 
She burst into laughter almost immediately. "Oh Euro!" 
"What?" 


"You have cum in your hair...” 


His normally pale face flushed a deep red. "I know." 


And | began to laugh for the first time in what seemed like ages. Whatever happened from now on, | was 


confident that | could deal with it. With lovers like them to stand by me, | could face anything. 


Something New 
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Dead's POV 


Over the next months my stomach continued to grow. | was originally quite thin, but | now weighed more than 


Oystein and continued to get heavier. 


It felt as though my body would burst. Eventually even walking became difficult and my ankles swelled. | 
developed weird cravings. One day I'd eat nothing but ice cream, the next I'd want soup and crackers. My 


appetite was unpredictable. 


| was in the shower one day and while washing | felt something new between my legs. Nothing had been taken 
away - something had been added. | dried off hurriedly and sat down on the edge of the tub, my hair dripping 
and wet. "Oystein!" 


"Something wrong?" He opened the door and a rush of cold air came into the bathroom. 


"Um, | really don't know how to tell you this but have a look" | lifted my towel and his face went from 


surprise to confusion to mirth in 2.5 seconds. 


He let out a little laugh. "Pelle.. It looks like you're growing a pussy so you can have the baby. Not a whole one, 
just, you know, the necessary opening. Its OK." He kissed my forehead and ruffled my hair. 


"Oh" | covered my face with my hands and giggled. | hadn't expected this at all, but if it meant | wouldn't have 
to go to a hospital to have the baby (and be called a freak of nature and such), | was fine with it. 


Even though I'd gained a lot of weight Euro still loved to hold me in his lap, and we sat that way watching 
television and eating dinner. He finished eating before me and rested one hand on my large stomach, holding 
Jasmine's with the other. 


| held no jealousy in my heart. There were three of us and we all loved each other. But what role would 
Jasmine play in raising Euro and I's baby? Would she be the mother? Or was | technically the mother, having 


carried the child? But | was a guy, so was | the father? Or would that be Euro? 


Being a pregnant man is so confusing. 
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Euro's POV 


My beautiful Pelle. How he had changed. | once loved a borderline-anorexic young man, with skin paler than the 
moon and big sad eyes that begged acceptance. His cheeks now had a healthy glow to them, his eyes sparkled 
with joy, he had gained a bit of weight, and his stomach had ballooned out to the size of a beach ball 


He often complained of his chest being sore. And when he began to grow what appeared to be small breasts, | 
was not even surprised, although | hoped they would disappear after the baby was no longer nursing. It was a 


little weird to see Pelle slowly transforming before my eyes, even if | knew it was for the best. 


The baby inside was kicking now. | put my hands on his stomach and felt our child moving, and | felt as if I'd 


never be sad again. But Pelle got so emotional sometimes, crying over things both important and insignificant: 
| can't find (object)!" 

"What will people think of us?" 

"There's no shampoo left!" 

"Am | going to be a good parent, Oystein? Please tell me. Please tell me you believe in me." 


And | did believe in him. | had seen the gentleness and care he was capable of. | knew that he could be very, 
very loving, but at the same time unstable, saying and doing things he didn't mean. And | hoped, with all my 
heart, that his darkest days of self-harm and not eating would never return. 


It became difficult to have sex with Pelle, for me or Jasmine. He wanted to, all right, but he often complained 
of being sore and tired, and his stomach got in the way. | was afraid that if | was the slightest bit too rough, | 
might bring on labor too early. So we often settled for a kiss and a cuddle, rarely any more than that. 


And how | loved to kiss his belly as it grew! | loved the feeling of being close to our son or daughter, and the 
thought that he or she was only inches away made my heart race in anticipation | wanted to see our child! | 
wanted to hold him or her, but the closest | could get for now was to cuddle close to Pelle's stomach and 
press my ear to it. Sometimes I'd feel a small kick, and wonder if the baby inside was trying to say hello to 


me. 


Pelle couldn't sleep curled up anymore. He was usually all spread out like a starfish right in the middle of the 
bed. In any other situation | would have elbowed him in the ribs until he moved over, but | didn't want to 
disturb him or hurt the baby. So | just let him be and squeezed into the bottom bunk in the other room with 


Jasmine. 


In a house with 3 people - make that 35 - Pelle ate about half of the food | bought. His appetite was 
enormous. None of his old clothes fit anymore. He usually just walked around in boxers and a t-shirt pushed up 
to make room for his belly. But despite all these temporary inconveniences, we knew a far greater joy was in 


store for us. 


Fuck it. We were happy. 
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Jasmine's POV 


Euro went out to the city and bought lots of diapers and clothes and a crib for the coming baby. | wanted to 
help him assemble it so it would be ready, but he decided to put it off until it was needed. 


As | slept that night something touched my side and | moved sleepily, waking from a dream. It bumped me 


again and | opened my eyes. 


Pelle was wriggling about in Euro's bed next to me, and Euro was fast asleep on his other side. A soft groan 
alerted me further. Rubbing my eyes in the dim light that came through the curtains, | saw that Pelle's eyes 
were still closed. his t-shirt was pushed up to make room for his belly. One of his hands rested there and his 


legs slowly curled and uncurled, as if he was trying to ease pain. 


Pain. Oh no. He might be going into labor. Mentally | counted the months; it had been at least eight. Assuming 
he or she was born right this second, the chances of the baby being healthy were good. 


| tapped his shoulder. "You okay?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little bit of pain here." He indicated his swollen belly and | gently rubbed it. His flesh had 
been stretched taut by the baby inside and | felt a tiny, fluttering kick. | gasped and Pelle smiled 


‘lm going to be a dad," he said, tears of joy forming in his eyes. He pulled me down for a kiss and | took care 
to hover above his body so | wouldn't hurt him. 


When | broke away | asked: "Do you feel better now?" 


He nodded. "It comes and goes. Euro's been reading a bit about pregnancy and he says the occasional ache is 


normal, but when it gets really, really painful, that's when the baby's coming.’ 


"Let's hope that's not anytime soon" | stroked his stomach. | had never been particularly keen on having 


children of my own, but | was happy for Pelle. 


Pelle snorted. "Are you kidding? I'm sick of being fat and tired all the time. I'd rather change shitty diapers 
than try to walk in this condition" 


"Well, if your baby is like any other baby you'll have to feed it and change it and so on every few hours, so 
you'll probably be tired anyway." | looked down the bed at his feet, which appeared quite swollen and sore, and 
the sight brought mixed feelings of compassion and pity. How dedicated he must be not to wince at every step 
or cry out for help every time he hurt. 


"Yeah. But | can't go back and change anything now." Pelle smiled, shrugged his shoulders and leaned his head 
back on the pillow, closing his eyes. | rolled over to face the wall and soon fell asleep, dreaming of what Pelle's 


baby might look like. 
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Pelle's POV 

| had finally had it. | was going to wear pants again, no matter how tight they were. Even though | was very 
close with the others in this house there was just something unexcusable about walking around in underwear 
all the time. 

| walked, or rather waddled, to the dresser and pulled out a pair of jeans, then sat down on the edge of the 
bed to put them on. After a struggle, eventually they were on, but the button and hole would not meet, so | 
left them open and zipped the zipper about halfway. 

When | walked back to the living room | was in for a surprise. "Pelle, what are you doing?" 


"What?" 


"You're not supposed to be wearing tight pants! You might hurt the baby! And how did you even get into 
them?" 


| sat down next to Oystein and sighed. "Stop telling me what to do.. The baby's going to be coming soon, | can 


feel it, so its far too late to be giving me advice!" 
Oystein frowned and placed a hand on my shoulder. "Look, I'm sorry. | just want what's best for you." 
"If you wanted what was best you wouldn't have knocked me up, you prick!" Now | was angry and | didn't know 


why. | was ready to stomp off into the bedroom and slam the door, but just as | got to my feet pain brought 
me to my knees. | felt a pop and got the sudden urge to scream. "Oh shi-" 


Speak of the devil. The baby WAS coming! 
"Are you alright?" Jasmine walked in and saw me there, doubled over, wincing. 
"No.." | gasped as another contraction hit me hard. "I think.. | think its time." 


"For real? Okay, let's get you comfortable.” She took my arm and | slowly forced myself into an upright 


position, but still hunched over a bit. Euro followed and spread lots of towels over the bed to keep it from 
getting stained. 


| eased my aching body down onto the bed and Euro leaned in for a quick kiss. "It's going to be okay," he 


assured me. 
Blood stained the leg of my jeans. "Oh fuck" 


"Let's get these off of you." Euro unzipped them and pulled them off, dropping the fabric to the floor. Sweat 


began to pour from my skin as the pain grew worse, and | felt a gush of blood soak the towel beneath me. 


"Take off my shirt too? It's too hot," | begged. Euro yanked it over my head and it too went on the floor. The 
pain continued to grip me and | groaned. Jasmine took my hand and | squeezed it hard. She squeezed back and 


stroked the sweat-soaked hair from my forehead. 
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Pelle's POV 


Oh the pain. This horrible, squeezing, throbbing pain was worse than anything | had ever known. And to think | 
was in for more of it was almost too much to imagine. It felt like a thousand knives were stabbing my innards. 


| let out a strangled cry and brought my knees up to my chest. 


I'm never having sex with you again!" | screamed at Euro, panting from the pain. The hint of a smirk crossed 


his face and he shook his head, disregarding my statement. 
‘Next time it hurts real bad, Pelle, push. Push as hard as you can," he replied My eyes snapped open and 
tears ran down my cheeks. | gritted my teeth and pushed, feeling more pain. | looked up at Oystein, begging him 


with my eyes to somehow help me, to make this better. 


But he could only offer words of encouragement and a loving touch as | pushed until my ears rang and the 


tears were pouring down my face. 

Eventually | grew weak and collapsed back onto the bed. "I can't do this any longer.. Please.. call a doctor." 

| can't do that, I'm sorry! They'll take you away and study you as a freak of nature, and | can't have that." He 
sat down on the bed next to me and kissed my temple. "Nobody is ever going to take you away from me. 
Never again" | smiled through the pain, knowing how much he loved me, but another contraction ripped 


through me and | screamed. 


Jasmine hugged me from my other side. "C'mon Pelle, you can do it." She massaged my shoulders and | 


clenched my jaw, pushing again. 


"Be right back," Euro said and stepped out, then returned with a wet towel. He wiped the sweat from my body 


and the cool feeling helped me relax. 


Suddenly it felt as if my insides were tearing apart. It hurt too much to make any sound. A silent gasp shook 


me. The look on my face must have been positively tortured. 
"Are you alright?" Euro asked. Before | could answer | felt something coming out. 


"Oh, Jasmine, look!" Euro cried, his eyes brimming with tears of joy. He reached between my legs and | looked 


down. The pain was forgotten and | shrieked in happiness when | saw his big hands cup the little head of our 
baby. Jasmine grinned. We were all witnessing a miracle. 


"Keep pushing." He glanced up at me, tears rolling down his cheeks, and | obeyed. The baby began to move and 
let out a piercing wail. 


Several hard pushes later our baby was completely out and Euro was sobbing. | had never seen him cry like 


this. He didn't care for the blood, he just kissed the top of the baby's head and held it to his chest. 


| lay weak, drained on the bed, utterly devoid of any energy. With the last of my strength | heaved myself up 


into a sitting position The only words | could get out were: 


"Let me hold him.. But is it a boy or a girl?" 
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Euro's POV 


| took a quick check of the baby's gender, as | too was curious. It was a girl! Our litle girl! "Its a girl, Per!" | 
whooped and kissed her forehead. 


Pelle beamed, wiping sweat and tears from his face, then he lay back down and closed his eyes in exhaustion. 


| picked up the wet towel and gently cleaned our baby. She wiggled around a lot and | laughed. Though she was 
bright red and screaming, immediately | saw my features in her: the same nose, dark eyebrows, thick dark 


blonde hair. Though she was wailing up a storm, | was so happy! Just so happy! 


As | cut the cord with a pocketknife she reached out with one little hand and grasped my finger. Jasmine was 


crying too, and she gently stroked the matted hair on the baby's head. 
"She's so beautiful, Euro," she smiled. 


"Yes she is," | agreed and rubbed her tiny nose with mine. "Now we need to hand her over to her daddy." | 
grabbed Pelle's Sodom shirt from the floor and wrapped her in it. 


| put a hand on Pelle's shoulder and gently shook him. "Wake up, honey. Your baby needs you." 


Pelle raised his head from the pillow, looking over at the bundle in my arms. He reached out eagerly and | lay 
her on his chest. She started sucking on his breast for milk and the crying stopped. "She's ours, Pelle, she 


looks just like me." 


He only grinned and pulled me down for a long kiss. When we broke apart | cleared the dirty towels from the 


bed, keeping one under Pelle. Jasmine and | lay down on the bed next to him. 


An hour passed and we had done nothing but lay there and smile and cry and embrace, watching the tiny baby 
nurse. Soon she fell asleep on Pelle's chest and | reached over, feeling her incredibly soft, fluffy blonde hair. It 
contrasted wildly with her flushed skin. | counted her Tiny, tiny fingers and toes and her even tinier fingernails, 
marveling at how she could hardly wrap her hand around my finger, how her little foot was smaller than my 


thumb. 


She was too soft to touch, yet too lovely not to. So delicate, so fragile, smooth and perfect as the petals of a 


rose. 
Rose. That was her name, | decided. 
"What shall we name her?" | asked Pelle. 


He shrugged. "I don't know. | was honestly more worried about giving birth than giving her a name." He giggled. 


"What do you want to call her?" 

"Norsk Arisk Brutal Immortal!" | joked and Pelle's eyes snapped open 

"Oh hell no, you are not naming our daughter that,” he said in a tired voice, poking me in the ribs. | laughed. 
"Just kidding. How about Rose?" 


"That's a wonderful name," he smiled and rolled to his side to face me, laying little Rose down on the bed 


between us. 


| kissed Pelle and Rose, then rolled over and kissed Jasmine. My heart was bursting with love for all of them, 
and | knew right then, that | would never be sad again. 


<3 THE END <3 


